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The blazing desert sun had finally dropped behind 
the purple mountain range in the west and the stars 
mad begun to blink on like distant diamond" lights in 
the darkening sky. the two young prospectors had 
returned to their camp site , laid their geiger- 
counters beside their knapsacks, and eaten their 
canneo supper in silence. now they crawled 
wearily into their sleeping bags, their tired 
muscles throbbing from hiking miles over the 
rocky arid new mexico bad lands, searching for 
civilization's modern gold, searching for uranium... 



They lay on their backs, feeling the chilly night 
breeze stir and sweep across the desert that 
only hours before had baked under a relent- 
less sun. they stared up at the millions of 
stars ano felt their exhausted booies relax 
and their tired eyelids grow heavy and sleep 
creep in over them with the cooling breeze. 

THEN... 





As THEY WATCHED, THE GLEAMING FLAM I MS OBJECT 
SWERVED, VEERED EARTHWARD, AND DISAPPEARED OVER 
A CREST OP ROCKS AND CACTUS •STUDDED SAND.. . 
IT WENT0£W3? 




They scrambled across the sand still warm from 
the heat of the day. they stumbled and fell.rose 
and plodded on , 00g6edly chasing the breathtaking 
craft on aching legs that cried for rest. and 
finally they reached the crest... 




THE GLEAMING DISC-SHAPED SHIP RESTED 
SILENTLY IN THE MIDDLE OF A SCORCHED AREA 
A PORT IN ITS SILVERY ALLOY HULL WAS OPEN 
AND AH ORANGE GLOW FINGERED OUT ACROSS 
THE SAND TOWARD THEM. . . 



They squatted behind a rock 
formation, waiting with bated 
breath for something to 
emerge from the open port, 
minutes passed. an hour. the 
orange glow beckoned... 



They moved stealthily... 
like cats... oarting across 
the blacken eo area to the 
open port. . 




COMPLICATED? LOOKf^MI CLIMBEO INTO THE SPONGY BARREN INTERIOR OF THE 
DISC- SHAPED CRAFT. . .P EERIN G A BOUT. ■ .PERPLEXED. . . 

BEATS ME f unless. . 



ARE YOU CRAZY? HOW 
WOULD YOU KNOW WHAT 
TO DO? THAT THING 
IS PROBABLY SO COM 
PLICATED, YOU'D 
WRECK IT TRYING 



THERE ISN'T AN INSTRV> 
MENTIN/T? THE 
THING IS BARE.. 




mP 




ThIY HUSHED TO THE POKT...TOO 
LATE. IT CLAWED SHUT SAVAGELY. 
SOMEWHERE WITHIN IT, A BOLT 

CLICKED... 



And then, deep within the spongy 
padded walls, a humming began, 
growing louder. . . 



The craft spiraleo upward, 
flinging them against the padded 
walls where they hung unsup- 
ported, like human pennants ... 




The spinning blackness came and went and 
they awoke to find themselves floating lazily 
within the circular area of the humming craft.. . 



They watched with a curious, yet terrorized fascina- 
tion AS TINY EARTH FADED UNTIL IT WAS ONLY A PIN-POINT 
OF LIGHT AND THE DISTANT SUN FADED AFTER IT AND THEY 
FINALLY REALIZED.. 




AND THEN, AFTER A WHILE, THE STAR-SYSTEMS 
FADED TOO, AND THE SHAPE OF THE GALAXY 
RECEDED UNTIL IT WAS ONLY A SPIRAL MIST IN AN 

INFINITE GULF OF BLACK... 

' LISTEN? 



Deep within the padded walls, relays clicked. the ship 
seemed to suddenly stop spinning. for a long moment, 
the two men just hung there... waiting. ..and then... 




THE FLASH? IT FILLED THE SHIP... WHITE ...BLINDING... 



They sat on the sponge floor of their circular 
prison, rubbing their eyes ...the men. they felt 
the gentle sump as the ship touched ...came to 

PAT... 



TmE HUMMING STOPPED. THE SHIP WAS DOWN. AND THEN 
THE MEN HEARD ANOTHER SOUNO. THE SHRILL SCREAMING 
COMING TOWARD THEM. .THE HIGH PITCHED BLOOO -CURDLING 
SQUEALING.. . 



the ALIENS that KIDNAPPED 
US< THEY'RE CONINSf OH, 
LORD? IF 1 1 D ONLY BROUGHT 
A SUM.. A KNIFE. IF I COULDN'T 
FISNT THEM, AT LEAST I COULD 
TURN /TON MYSELF ma. 
AND, 




They peered through the circu- 
lar WIN0OW AT THE SCREAMING, 
SHRIEKING ALIENS CHARGING TOWARD 
THEM. . . 



The port swung open, they stepped outside, the aliens stopped 
coming. they backed off, tittering— 




Beyond the wide eyed frightened aliens, a gleam- 
ing CITY ROSE, POINTING SHINING SPIRES TO THE SKY. 
THE TWO MEN GRINNED MOVED FORWARD. SOMEWHERE, 
ON E OF THE FEM ALE ALIENS SC REAMED — 

STOP/) /'"well, what do^ /'they talk 
ENGLISH.' 



An older alien moved forward cautiously. . . 



DON'T CONE ANY 
CLOSER/ YOU ARE THE 
FIRST MEN WE have A 

EVER SEEN. THE 
OTHERS... THE 
YOONOER OHLi... 
ARE QUITE SHY* • 




The older alien, obviously the 

QUEEN Oft LEADER OF HER RACE, 



BECKONED TO THE TWO EARTHMEN 



THEV WALKED BEHIND THE STATELY 
QUEEN, THE MOB OF GIGGLING 
ALIENS FOLLOWING AT A SAFE DIS- 
TANCE ... 



The alien queen's voice was cold 
and impassive as she started her 

STORY. . . 





v They were like children with a new toy, 

THEY PLAYED WITH IT.. FOOLISHLY. THEY 
DEVELOPED ITS DESTRUCTIVE POWER RATHER 
THAN ITS CONSTRUCTIVE POWER. THEY USED 
ITS DESTRUCTIVE POWER AS A THREAT.-. 
BLACKMAILER. . . UNTIL../ 



They started an atomic war. 
when it was over, there was 
nothing but death and desola- 
tion and a few straggling 

SURVIVORS-/ _^ y 

m 




They were wins to rebuild begin anew, but 
it was soon oiscovereo that... 




'No NEW BIRTHS WERE RECORDED AFTER THE ATOMIC 
WAR. THOSE THAT SURVIVED OREW OLDER... AND 
OLDER. ALL HOPE OF PROPOGATWG THE RACE WAS LOST. 
AMD THEN^A BRILL IANT WOMAN SCIENTIST ANNOUNCED...' 
I HAVE DISCOVERED A NEW RADIO- ACTIVE 
SUBSTANCE IN the CRATERS LEFT . 
THE ATOUK EXPLOSIONS...* MEW 
CATALYST THAT HAS MADE IT POSSIBLE 
FOR ONE OF MY FEUALE PATIENTS T 
EFFECT THE REPRODUCTIVE METHOD A 




The youngest wo healthiest females 

LEFT ALIVE WERE GIVEN THIS NEW CATALYST 
THE HOPE FOR SURVIVAL RETURNED. AND 
THEN, THE CHILDREN WERE BORN. ONE AFTER 
THE OTHER. AGAIN AND AGAIN. 

fA~HOTHElT\ALL6IPLS O OF counsel 

\SIRL, DOCTOR !',/ N OT ONE \ PARTHENDQENE- 
MALE f J SIS WILL ONLY 




THE CHEMICAL ARTIFICI- 
ALLY ACTIVATES THE 
OVUM. IN THE OLD DAYS, 
THE HALE SPERMS CON- 
TAINED X OR r SEX 
CHROMOSOMES. THE 
FEMALE OVUM . ONLY Y 
IF Y UNITED WITH Y...T1... 
THE RESULTS WERE 
FE MALE.'X WITH Y. .. XY. 
MALE.' ARTIFICIAL ACTI- 
VATION DOUBLES THE 
EGG'S SEX CHROMOSOMES 
Y TO YY-. FEMALE 



'In ninety-two short years/the 
last male oled off and we were 
a race of females— females 
reproducing females. the male 
became a legend-' 

Cm 



'Meanwhile, we'd progressed, we'd discovered 
the secret f space-fl /out.. . th e secret of 
time-travel, and then, the chemical ram out. 
the well-guarded atomic craters were draimeo 
DRY.^AMIN^mzMCt FACED EXTINCTION..' 
/OUR EXPLORATIONS IWKHW^^EXCEPTINlfHE^ 
, OUT THE UNIVERSE HAVE TURNED I FAST.' WE HAVE 
UP MOTRINS. THE CHEMICAL J TIME-TRAVEL. 
WE MEED DOES MOT EXIST J WHY CAN'T WE 

ANYWHERE i -< RETURN TO THE 

YEARS JUST AFTER 
THE ATOMIC WAR... AND 
TAKE THE CATALYST 
, FROM THE CRATERS AGAIN 



They'd entered the city now? they'd stood below 
the towering gleaming spires an0 they'd looked 
at the queen ...these men... 





The stately queen smiled 



LONG AGO WE DISCOVERED THAT SPACE ANO TIME WERE 
INTERDEPENDENT. IF YOU WERE To BE SUDDENLY 
THROWN SACK IN TIME.NOW...TO YOUR OWN EPA ... 
YOU WOULD EDO WHERE... IN SPACE.' YOU WOULD BE 
IN YOUR OWN EPA, YES, ..BUT EARTH THEN WOULD NOT 
BE HERE, I N THIS AREA OF THE UNIVERSE. MOT YET.' 
THE SUN... THE SALAXY... THEY ARE ALL CONSTANTLY 
MOVINS. so. ..we mm FIRST TRAVEL TO WHERE£*9W 
WILL BE a A CERTAIN TIME, BEFORE WE CROSS 
THROUSH TO THAT TIMES 





T«Y ST0PPE0 BEFORE A GAILY DECORATED BUILOING 
THE »66UH« MOB BEHIND THEM PAUSEO, HUSHEO. THE 
OLD QUEEN LOOKED AT THE TWO MEN. 



The queen clapped hen hamdB- 




ThEY STOOD IN THE DOORWAY OF THE 6AILY DECORATED 
BUlLam... HAVEN-HAIRED BEAUTIES WITH WHITE 
ROSES PINNED IN THEIR HAIR... BLONDES WITH RED 
ROSES PINNEO IN THEIR HAIR... RED-HEADS ItXmYELLOW 
ROSES PINNEO IN THEIR HAIR. THEY STOOD THERE-TWENTY 
OR SO .. BECKONING . 



The oueen called after them as they marched into 
the scented darkness .. 

LEAD THE ) 

way™ 



WHAT IS your \you TWISTED 
. DECISION filXtuaKK)) our Aims "... 




The chill breezes were gome, even the 
early m0rnih6 sun seat down a dazzling 
baking brilliance. they tossed m their 
sleeping ba6s... opened their eyes... 



They looked at each other, 
grinning sheepishly... 



Their grins vanished... 




HUH? OHf \T%... NUTS' 

it's houninb! 




They crawled from their sleeping bags and 
stood up, staring at each other.. . 



ONE OF THEM BEGAN TO LAUGH. I 




They scrambled across the sand... stood 
looking down at the scorched area ... mot 
speaking. finally... 



They walked back to their camjp arm and arm. and « 
they reached it, their blooo froze. they hadn't noticed 
them before ...on their sleeping bags.. . pinned there... 




You SEE? ONLY GENTLEMEN prefer BLONOES.'-a. 



The afternoon rocket express train from Chicago 
came into the station, ano x stepped off. it was a 
warm spring oay. the little town of elkhart, indiana , 
sprawled lazily under the golden sunshine. i trudged 
along quiet, tree-shaded streets toward caslon pre- 
paratory school for boys. before i had gone far, i 
was discovered by the children playing here and 
there. with their dogs, they formeo a shrill rau- 
cous procession behind me. some of the dogs growled, 
as they might at a wild animal. housewives looked 
from their windows ano gasped. so the rumors they 
had heard were true. the new teacher at carlson 

WAS A MART UN. . . 



My SHOULDERS DROOPED WEARILY FROM THE TUG OF 
EARTH'S GRAVITY, ALMOST THREE TIMES MORE THAN 
THAT TO WHICH I WAS CONDITIONED. ONLY MY LEG- 
BRACES OF LIGHT STRONG METAL KEPT ME FROM BUCK- 
LING UNDER THE STRAIN. X WAS GLAD WHEN I FINALLY 
STEPPED WITHIN THE GATES OF CASLON PREP... 




THOSE CHILDREN, TOSSING STONES... 
THEIR DOGS, SNAPPING AT MY HEELS... 
THE ADULTS, WITH THEIR UNWEL- 
COME STARES. NOT THAT X BLAME 
THEM. AFTER ALL, X Akt AN AUEH 
STILL ...AT LEAST HERE, IN THE 
SCHOOL THAT HIRED ME TO 
TEACH, I'LL BE ACCEPTED M 
A MORE FRIENDLY... 




THE HISS OF A THOUSAND SNAKES FILLED THE AIR. 
FOR A MOMENT,! WAS BACK ON MARS, SURROUNDED 
BY A NEST OF KILLER-SNAKES FROM THE VAST RED 
DESERTS. I REACTED VIOLENTLY, DROPPING MY BAG... 
RAISING MY CANE TO BEAT THEM OFT... 
' NO'At?/ X...BUT mUTf THIS is"^ 
EARTH WHERE SNAKES ARE A 
MINOR CLASS OF CREATURE 




A GROUP OF LAUGHING BOYS THOOPB) 
INTO VIEW FROM BEHINC THE STONE 
WALL. Z RELAXED, PANTING. THE 
HORRIBLE, ICY FEAR DRAINED AWAY. 
PERHAPS YOU HUMAN BEINGS CAN 
NEVER QUITE KNOW THE DREAD WE 
MARTIANS HAVE OF SNAKES... 



ORE OF THE BOYS STEPPED FOR- 
WARD. HE WAS ABOUT SIXTEEN WITH 
BLUE EYES THAT WERE MOCKING.. 



It WAS RATHER A CRUEL RECEPTION, 
THOUGH MERELY ANOTHER PRANK. 
AS X WAVED MY TENTACLES W DIS- 
TRESS, HARDLY KNOWING WHAT TO 
SAY OR 00, A GROWN MAN WITH 
GRAY HAIR PUSHEO HIS WAY T 
TO ME... 




ROBERT SRAHAmYtms is YOUR ™ 

dean of caslon. new instruc- 
you're professor tor gentlemen 

MUH ZEER0H8.0F » HE WILL TEACH 
COURSE' INTERPLANETARY 

'history ma mar- 

TIAN LANGUAGE. r 



A GROAN WENT UP. I KNEW WHY. THE MARTIAN 
LANGUAGE PUTS LATIN TO SHAME IN ITS DIFFICULTY., 




IT WAS TOM BLAINE AGAIN. BEHIND KIM, AN AM OF M08TTUTY 
HAD REPLACED THE LESS WORRISOME MOCKERY. DEAN GRAHAM 
WAS MORE AGHAST THAN X_ 




Dean graham snapped... 



''NONSENSE.' BESIDES, THE WAR IS OVER 



3 



MARTIANS ARE IN THE SPACE PATROL 
TOO. NOW, SO TO TOUR DORMITORY. 
PROFESSOR ZECRHOS WILL BEGIN CONDUCTING 
CLASSES TOMORROW. OSCAR .TAKE THE 
PROFESSOR'S BAG 



Oscar, the school's menial robot, obediently stalked 
forward past the grumbling boys. somehow, i felt almost 
a warm tide of friendship for the robot. in his mechanical, 
rudimentary reflex mind , it was all the same to him ... 
martian or earthman. he made no discrimination against 
me, as the human boys dio... 




DON'T MIND THEM, 
PROFESSOR? THEY 
ALWAYS HAZE THE 

NEW TEACHERS 



COME...PROFESSOR_ "N 
WlLI — SHOW . YOU. 
YOUR... ROOM... 




Alone, i almost regretted i had 

COME. BUT TIMES HAD BEEN HARD 
ON MARS LATELY, WITH SO MANY 
DUST STORMS RAGING UP ANO DOWN 
THE CANAL REGIONS, WITHERING THE 
CROPS. THIS POST ON EARTH, 
THOUGH AT A MEABER SALARY, WAS 
BETTER THAN UTTER POVERTY 
AND STARVATION. I PRAYED. . . 



I HUMBLY BESEECH THE.E,E/RS7 
CAUSE. GIVE ME THE STRENGTH TO 

CARRY Oft IN this S7RAM6E, "< 
^HOST/LE WORLD. 




Freshened after a mights 
sleep, i entered the class- 
room wfth enthusiasm for my 
new job. a hundred colo, 
unfriendly eyes watched me 
wi th terrifyw9 witenstty. - - 

c300d- morning, 
students.' 




SO THE MAZING CAMPAIGN WAS 
STILL ON. NO, I WOULDN'T CORRECT 
THEM... AFTER ALL, EVEN THE MAR7JAR 
CHILDREN I HAO TAUGHT HAD INVARI- 
ABLY TAGGED ME WITH THAT NAME. I 
GLANCED AROUND THE ROOM, AND 
MY EYES, PROTECTED BY MY GLARE - 
REDUCING GLASSES, CAME TO REST 
ON THE BLACKBOARD- r- 1 



The chalk drawing was obviously vouno tom 
blaine's handiwork. his father claimed all mar- 
tians to be cowards and weaklings, my leathery 
face showed little feelings a3 x erased the 
humiliating sketch. ignoring the snickers, i 
began my lecture ... . 



CIVILIZATION BESAN ON MARS 
FIFTY CENTURIES BEFORE 

THE FIRST GLIMMERINGS OF 
CIVILIZATION ON EARTI 



SEE, FELLOWS 
I TOWKU HE' 
RUB IT IN fPLEASE, 
SIR, MAY I ASK WHY 
YOU BRILLIANT 
MARTIANS HAD TO 
WAIT FOR EARTRMEN 
TO DISCOVER SPACE 
FLIGHT? 



IT WAS TOM BLAINE, MTERRUPTINS LOUDLY. 1 WAS 
SHOCKED BUT MANAGED TO ANSWER PATIENTLY. ,. 

OUR HISTORY HAS BEEN A CONSTAnT^^FanD THAT^ 
STRUGGLE AGAINST EXTINCTION. 
WE RAN OUTOF METALS KEEPING 
OUR CANALS IN REPAIR. IN FACT, 
WHEN THE EARTH PIONEERS 
MIGRATED TO MARS, IT WAS JUST M 
TIME TO PATCH UP OUR CANAL! 
AND STAVE OFF A FAMINE. 



WAS THE 
APPRECIATION 
EARTH GOT- 
REBELLION 



Mr tentacles hum ump. this boy was so 

TYPICAL Or THE RACE. HE WAS INTOLERANT... 
AGGRESSIVE-DETERMINED TO MAKE THINGS 
SO MISERABLE FOR ME THAT X WOULD QUIT. 
THERE WOULD HAVE TO BE A TEST OF 

AUTHORITY... 



A BARRAGE Of ERASERS FLEW AT ME. THEY'D BEEN SNEAKED PRE- 
VIOUSLY FROM THE BOARDS AROUND THE CLASSROOM. I STOOD HELP- 
LESSLY, DESPERATELY WARDING OFF THE MISS LIS WITH MY TENTACLES. 
THE8QYS WERE YELLING AND HOOTING. EXCITED AT THE SPORT... 



MAY I REMIND YOU 
MR. BLAME, THAT I 

AM THE TEACHER 
AND fOU ARE 
THE PUPIL? 




Suddenly, the panoemonum stopped 
as oscar, the robot, stumped into 
the room. he squawked like a 



I COULD SEE THE BOYS HOLD THEIR 
BREATHS. IF THIS WERE TO BE 
REPORTED, THE BOYS WOULD LOSE 
AN AFTERNOON OF FREEDOM. FOR A 

r Z WAS TEMPTED TO TAKE 
REVENGE... 



With a click of internal relays, 
the robot left, impassively young 
blaine jeered... 




IT WAS MORE THAN GRAVITY THAT 
MADE MY SHOULDERS SAG. EVEN 
OUTSIDE THE CLASSROOM X WAS 
HOUNDED.. 



OOtfTf HO.' ^WHAT'S THE^ 

rlease'dor-t' ) turret. 

PROFESSOR7TMS 
IS NOTHING BUT 

mum.' 




HOW COULD X MAKE YOU UNDER- 
STAND. FOR TEN THOUSAND YEARS 
ON MARS, THAT PRECIOUS LIQUID HAD 
BEEN THE OBJECT OF OUR GREATEST 
INGENUITY. IT HURT TO SEE IT 
WANTONLY FLUNG AWAY, AS YOU 
WOULD FLINCH TO SEE BLOOD 
SHED USELESSLY. 



AS X STUMBLED AWAY FROM THE 
LAUGHTER, X HEARD TOM BLAINE 
CONFIDING TO HIS GIGGLING COHORTS.. 




I SOT THE IDEA LAST HHIHT.UXK> 

ins in his room, he vtspurme 

WITH A BOWL OF WATER, RUNNING HIS 
FIN6ERS THROUGH IT. AND X SOT 
ANOTHER IDEAf FOLLOW JUT... TO ' 
THE KITCHEN... 



I WASNT AWARE TILL HALF THROUGH 
THE SOLITARY EVCNIM MEAL IN MY 
ROOM THAT THE FOOO TASTED 000, 
IT WAS SALTY. THE MVS HAD STOLEN 
INTO THE KITCHEN ANO SALTED MY 
SPECIAL SALT -FREE FOODS... 



I WENT TO 8E0, GROANING WITH A 
SEVERE HEADACHE AND UPSET 
STOMACH. WORSE, IT RAINED THAT 
NIGHT AND I LAY AWAKE, LISTENING 
TO THE MILLIONS OF GALLONS OF 
WATER GOING TO WASTE, WHILE ON 
MY HOME WORLD, THIRSTY MARTIANS 
WERE PAINFULLY HOARDING IT.OROP 
BY DROP 




In class the next morning, my 
spectacles were missing. my eyes 
were almost bunded from the 
glare that was fifty percent 
stronger than on more remote 
mars. when oscar appeared, i 

ORDERED... 



LOWER THE ^BUT.RROfESSORf 
BLWDS.OSZAP* I WHAT ABOUT OUR . 
I CAN'T SEEM J EYES? #!f CAN'T ^ 
TO FIND MY J REAO IN THE OARKf 
GLASSES. \ WE'LL help yoo LOCK 
FOR TMEMf 




They ransacked the room with 
deliberate brutality. tom blaine 
held them up in mock triumph. x 
tried to smile ... 



I WENT ON AS THOUGH NOTHING 
HAD HAPPENEO, BUT MY WHOLE HE AO 
ACHED FROM THE HOURS OF STRAIN- 
ING MY £Y£S AGAINST THE CRUEL 
GLARE. . . 



The special television show that 
afternoon contained, among other 

FEATURES. A RECFMT MPt#*oeri 




I HEARD YOUNG TOM EXCLAIM 
PROUDLY TO HIS CLASSMATES AS 
THEY WATCHED THE CREW CLIMB 
ASOARO ... 

^THAT'S WY FATHER? 



And then z leaned forward to 
watch the last of the martian 
members of the crew vanish 

WITHIN . . . 



THE NEWS* EEL ENDEO ANO CLASSES 
WERE DISMISSED. I DRAGGED ACROSS 
THE CAMPUS TO THE HAVEN OF MY 
ROOMS. X NEEDED REST. AS X OPENED 
THE DOOR .. 




A SHRIEK TORE FROM MY THROAT 
THE INSTANT I SAW IT. A HORRIBLE 
WRIGGLING SNAKE LAY ON MY 8 CD . 
A MILLION YEARS Of INSTINCT 
SCREAMED DANGER ... DEATH .. 



Tom Blaine snatched the snake 
and held it up... 



That night, a crimson star mnked 
down at me soberly and seemed 
to nod in pity. mars. there was 
my true home. harsh though its 
canals and desert storms might 
be, they were not as harsh as the 
unfeeling inhabitants of this 
incredibly rich planet... 




I STARTED TO PACK. ANGRY VOICES A 
MY DOOR. THE BOYS BURST IN, LED BY TOM BLAINE— 




HOW FANTASTIC IT SOUNDED. AND YET, THESE WERE NO MERE 
BOYS NOW. THEY WERE A BlOOO-LUSTm HOB. ALL THEIR 
HATE AND MISUNDERSTANDING OF ME HAD COME TO A HEAD. THEY 
DRAGGED ME OUTSIDE . . . RIPPED AWAY THE METAL BRACES THAT 
SUPPORTED MY LEGS... AND FORCED ME TO WALK UP AND DOWN.. 
BACK AND FORTH... 




Y ONE HOPELESS COMFORT WAS THAT PRAYER—UTTERED 
SO LONG AGO BY AN EARTHLY PROPHET WHO BEGGED FOR 
HIS Otot CHILDREN. WITHOUT THE BRACE*. MY WEAK 
MUSCLES SAGGED UNDER MY WEIGHT. I BECAME A SINGLE 
MASS OF ACHING FLESH. FINALLY I COLLAPSED TO THE 
GROUNO. BLAINE STOOP OVER ME— KICKED ME_ 



The class gasped in chorus the next morning when 
their martian professor entered quietly, as though 
nothing had h appened the night befor e, amd 
announced., 





They were astounded that i could defy their 
hate and scorn-that i could come back. they did 
not know of the spacegram i'd received. earth... 
mars.. it made no difference now. my world was at 



X LOOKED OUT OVER THEIR BOWED 
HEADS AS THEY CONJUGATED THE 
VERB irnUK. AND I SUDDENLY FELT 
MATE FOR THEM. SAVAGELY I HOPED 
THEY WOULO FAIL THEIR EXAMINA- 
TIONS 



17 ^ 

DEAN. ..GRAHAM WISHES 

ALL . CLASSES. TO . FILE. 
OUT . ON THE.. CAMPUS... 
. fOR...A...SP£CIAL...EVENT... 



Oscar clanked oft. the boys 
looked up gleefully. the exam 
was ruined. i shrugged and 
dismissed them. the campus was 
filled with the entire school 
faculty and enrollment... 



Major dawson.tall, uniformed, 
stepped forward... 



fM 



STUDENTS .TEACHERS t I WOULD^ 
LIKE TO PRESENT MAJOR DAWSON 
OF THE SPACE PATROL WHO HAS 
COME DOWN FROM SPACE POINT 
ESPECIALLY FOR THIS ANNOUNCE- 
MENT.' MAJOR DAWSON- . 




'MANY OF YOU BOYS HOPE TO ENTER 
' SPACE POINT SOME DAY, AND JOIN 
■J" HE PATROL. THIS BULLETIf<RECEJVEO\ 
/AN HOUR AGO, DOES HONOR TO SOME- 
ONE HERE.' CAPTAIN HENRY 
BLAINE, IN COMMAND OF PATROL 
ship GREYHOUND, WAS HOUNDED 
^ YESTERDAY IN A OARING ROUT OF 
S PACE -PI RATES... 



ALL EYES TURNED TO TOM BLAINE. THE OFFICER HELD 
UP A RADIUM-COATED MEDAL ...THE CROSS Of SPACE ... 
FOR EXTRAORDINARY SERVICE M THE INTERESTS OF LAW 
AND ORDER THROUGHOUT THE SOLAR SYSTEM... 



The OFFICER STEPPED FORWARD-. brushing past 
BLAINE... STOPPING BEFORE iff „ A NO PINNING THE 
GLOWING MEDAL TO MY CHEST ^ 




THE NEXT OF KIN OF THE YOUNS MARTIAN CREW N, 
MEMBER OF THE SPACE SHIP 6REYH0UND, WHO 
SAVED CAPTAIN BLAINE'S LIFE BY LEAPING IN FRONT 
OF HIM AND TAKING THE FULL BLAST OF THE BURST 
THAT ONLY WOUNDED THE EARTH MAN. HIS 
KOL ZEERHOS ANO HIS FATHER 




X FOUND MYSELF WATCHING TOM BLAME, HCD TAKEN 
THE SPACEGRAM HE'D STOLEN FROM HIS POCKET AMD 
WAS READING IT FOR THE FIRST TIME. HE'D OBVIOUSLY 
SEEN IT DELIVERED ..SEEN MY AGITATION OVER IT ..AND 
PLANNED TO USE IT AGAINST ME... 



I WAS AWARE OF SOMEONE AT MY SIDE, SUPPORTING ME, 
AS MY KNEES BEGAN TO BUCKLE. AT FIRST Z THOUGHT IT 
MUST HAVE BEEN OSCAR. BUT HOf IT WAS A MOHAN 

eem... 



'WE... DEEPLY REGRET TO INFORM 
YOU OF THE DEATH OF YOUR . SON..' 




EVERY ONE OF US HEREU YOUR SON,NOW,.> 
IF THAT WILL HELP A LITTLE. YOU'RE... 
YOU'RE STATINS, TOO.' YOU COULDN'T 
LEAVE NOW IF YOU TRIED... -J - 

..Jtf 



We smiled at each other-.tom blaine ahdi_.andmy 
thin hand was nearly crushed in his y0uh0,8trc4w 

SHIP. YES, THE TEACHER FROU MARS WOULD STAYf 



THE END- 



We welcome to these pages Dr. deRange, 
who has been explaining EC SF in a series of 
popular lectures around the country. It will 
be the Doctor's duty to answer your letters 
to this department. 




DR. deBANGE IN A CHARACTERISTIC POSE, THE 
MOTION OF HIS MANDI8ULUM VELOCIS ARRESTED 
BY USE OF HIGH SPEED PHOTOGRAPHY. 

Dear Mr. Cochran. 

I enjoyed WEIRD S-F #1 immensely. It's 
wonderful to see these fifties classics appearing 
and reappearing on nineties newsstands. I always 
enjoy a good S-F comic yarn, especially when 
rendered by the pencil of the late, lamented 
Wally Wood. 

"The Children" was an excellent tale with a 
shocker of a climax, in the fine EC tradition of 
shocking climaxes. The reader Is led to believe 
that the children are being harbored for sinister 
political purposes and that within this benign 
colonized society lurks Orwelllan traits. The 
unexpected climax carried a powerful impact. 
I must echo the sentiments expressed in the 
missive from Stuart Brynien. I grew up watching 
reruns of "The Twilight Zone" and "The Outer 
Limits " In the ensuing years network television 
has consistently failed to produce an SF series 
remotely approaching the quality and excellence 
of "Twilight Zone" and "Outer Limits." 

Actually, "The Children" brought to mind one of 
my (many) favorite "Twilight Zone" episodes. 
"The Monsters Are Due on Maple Street." Like 
"The Children." "Maple Street" is a well 
executed, conflict-rich story with a flawlessly 
unpredictable ending. The viewer Is skillfully 
manipulated into believing that the mass hysteria 
and panic are Irrational reactions to a simple, 
harmless meteor. 

Timothy M. Walters 
Muskogee, OK 



Quite astute, young man. A linkage between 
TV shows and EC comics which has not been 
verbalized on these pages is the degree of 
length. A comic book tells Its story in short 
bursts, perhaps trying to convey an entire 
alien planet and Its history in a few panels. A 
TV show might do the same. It's fun when 
they fool us by canny selection of what they 
show! 

I cannot bring to mind the "Maple Street" 
episode of "Zone," and do not have 
recourse to cable or tape; I will take your 
word for it. —Or dR 

Dear Mr. Cochran, 

Just received the first issue of WEIRD S-F. I have 
been an EC fan since my teenage days. Believe It 
or not I actually remember the stories and even 
the cover of this issue, and that must be at least 
38 years ago. I now have subscriptions to all of 
your re-publications, but WEIRD SCIENCE was 
always my favorite. I particularly enjoy the 
artwork of my favorite EC artist, Wally Wood. He 
seems to have come into his own around this 
period. Of course Jack Davis and Al Williamson 
rank way up there also. I look forward to receiving 
future issues of all the EC mags, and am looking 
forward to the time you can release the NEW 
TREND comics in the future. |l already own 
several of the B&W hardbacks [from the EC 
Library]|. Keep up the good work. 

Robert Quici 
Philadelphia. PA 

Indeed, I remind our readers Russ Cochran 
has reprinted the entirety of the EC New 
Trend and New Direction comics In 
hardback editions, the story pages are fn 
black and white but the covers are In 
glorious multi-chrome. — Dr dR 




NEXT ISSUE 



Dear Russ, 

After all I've read about Krigstein's adaptation of 
Bradbury's "The Flying Machine", I finally get to 
see it! It is truly impressive. I've heard that of all 
the adaptations EC did of Bradbury's work, Mr. 
Bradbury was most satisfied with this one. He 
voiced his approval in a letter that was printed in 
W S-F's letter column. I would be interested in 
seeing it. Could you run it? 
Hoo-hah! 

Andy Reynolds 
West Haven, CT 

THE LETTER FROM RAY BRADBURY, PRAISING THE 
ART USED IN THE ADAPTATION OF HIS STORY: 




. . . The "Flying Machine" is the finest single piece 
of art-drawing I've seen in the comics in years. Beauti- 
ful work; I was so touched and pleased . . . 

Ray Bradbury 

^^ /ii ^^^^^^^^^^^^^Lo^fa%gele^Cdi^^^^^^ 

Hoo-hah? "Hah" was a 13th century court 
functionary in Manchuria, that's hoo. 



It is my pleasure to run the Bradbury letter, 
as it appeared in EC's W S-F #25 (which will 
be our #3). Two things worth noting; the 
elllpsi indicate it to be an excerpt (wouldn't 
it be grand to see the entire text!), and the 
subject of It and several others In the same 
column was the pro and con of artist Bernie 
Krigstein's work. Further, one of the other 
correspondents on that subject was Dan 
Adkins, later to be a comics/SF artist of 
considerable repute. 

While on the subject of original EC 
letterhacks, I wonder about the relationship 
which, I assume, links the Evan M. Lanctot 
of Burlington, VT (whose loc was in Russ 
Cochran's VAULT #1) with the John Lanctot 
of the same city who had a loc in EC's W S-F 
#25 In 1954. — OrdR 

Colonel watson had blasted most saucer witnes- 
ses AS JOKERS, CRACKPOTS, OR PUBLICITY HOUNDS. HIS 
ACIO REMARKS DID MORE HA/tkt THAN GOOD. HONEST, 
COMPETENT, EFFICIENT AIR FORCE AND AIR LINES PILOTS 

hcactcd m this wat... 



WOW, FOLKS, LOOK AT THIS! 

In the 70s, East Coast Comix reprinted 1 2 EC 
comics In facsimile form. Certain issues 
have been harder to get for years now. We 
have found an EXTREMELY LIMITED 
quantity of their 3rd thru 10th issues, 
OFFERED HERE FOR THE FIRST TIMED 

In addition, Issues 11 and 12 are listed here 
at the same prices currently on our mail 
order form. 

When ordering please Identify as EAST COAST ISSUE 
• (for example, EAST COAST #3). Add 52 per order 
SAH (S3, outside US). 



#3 (SHOCK #12) 

jfS (WEIRD FANTASY #13) 

#7 (VAULT #26) 

#9 (TWO-FISTED #34) 

The above are S1S. each. 



#11 (WEIRO SCIENCE "#12" (#1)) 

#12 (SHOCK #2) 

The above ere $10. each. 



#4 (HAUNT #12) 
#6 (CRIME #25) 

i (o iiee u n o) 

(HAUNT #23) 



TO HECK WITH WATSON... AN0 THEY'LL PROBABLY 

THE A/0 MICE TOO. I WOULDN'T ) 6R0UMD EVERY 

REPORT A U.F.O. HOW IF THEY ./ PILOT WHO SEES A 
* 7 PAIO ME I J / FLYING SAUCER AND 

CALL HIM chazt r 

NOW? 




Also available this month are HAUNT and CRIME. 
Watch for CRYPT. WEIRD SCIENCE and SHOCK next 
month. Don't forget VAULT, WEIRD FANTASY end 
TWO-FISTED. Get them at your local comic book 
shop or SUBSCRIBE (see our ad In this comic for 
detelle)! 

We want letters) Write to: 

WEIRO SCIENCE-FANTASY 
RUSS COCHRAN 
POB 469 
WEST PLAINS MO 6S77S 

THIS COMIC REPRINTS 
WEIRD SCIENCE-FANTASY "#24" (#2, 1954) 

"...For Posterity'' WallyWood 
"The Teacher from Mars" JoeOrlando 
"The Pioneer" Bemie Krigstein 

"Upheaval!" . Al Williamson 



Heh, hehl I snuk one of these in (finally!) In 
VAULT #2— now here's a aecond helping of 
the uplifting literature I call the . . . 



CRYPT-KEEPER'S 



GASTRONOMY 

The reeking ghoula gathered for a crescent moon feast, 
then clawed through moist soli to unearth the fresh beast 
Still spongy and plump from its recent demise, 
Its hideous aspect attracted wide eyes. 
Off with the brain cap and out with Its tongue; 
Just one subtle tug and away came a lung. 
Then into the bowl with the scalp still attached 
went purulent rot not soon to be matched. 
But ghouls have no manners, no napkins, no spoons! 
They slobbered and sucked and made gurgling tunes. 
Like a Vienna Sausage, one toe was devoured 
while other ghouls fought over brains soft and soured 
Thus sadly, too soon, the corpse was all gone, 
so those freshly stuffed fiends bedded down right at dawn 
And through festering dreams of carrion worms 
grew growling fierce hunger for viands more firm. 

© 1992 Lisa S. Laurencot 
Sylmar, CA 




OLD FLAME 

There's an old flame 

burning In your eyes. 

I killed him. 

Now I hope you realize 

that my love is stronger 

and I will live years longer 

than any old flame 

burning in your eyes. 

When you meet the tiger 

stare into Its eyes. 

Look proud and stand tall — 

you're about to diet 

Lance Johnson 
Oes Moines, IA 




A FINE line drawing 
by Art Soils (Latin 
for 'sun art') of 
sometimes sunny 
Oakland, CA. Is It 
the Old Witch 
without her hood? 
My mother? YOUR 
mother? No, just 
one of my old 
girlfriends writing 
me a 'Dear John' 
letter. 




Guidelines, gang. Don't send us anything 

Sou need back. Don't send us anything too 
ig or too long. Don't send us anything you 
don't want edited. That's all the don'ts. 

Do be legible. Do doublespace. Do draw 
bold A black. Do be a do-bee. A do-bee all 
day long. 



I can't promise when or where I will appear 
again, but you should send your 
contributions for this column to me st the 
address below. Remember: when we leest 
expect It, CULTURE STRIKES!! 

THE CRYPT-KEEPER'S 



PAGE OF 



FINE ARTS 

RUSS COCHRAN 
POB 469 
WEST PLAINS MO 65775 




Today will be my greatest triumph, today i will reach for the stars, recognized at last, you've no doubt 
heard of me. ..professor alec lathem, b.s., ph.d., fax., and a host of other degrees, my name is a by-word 
in the field of rocket research. i was the one who developed the fuel used in the v-18 . the guided missile 
which reached an altitude of 3000 miles. i was the one who designed and built the lathem rocket engine 
which today will carry me into space on man's first trip to the moon. and it all began back in colvard 
polytechnic institute .that day i tested a new fuel mixture to just developed. it was such a hwut£ 
QUANTITY. TOO- 




Luckily, the students attending my lab lecture Long months of hospitalization followed, by some 



ESCAPED WITH ONLY MINOR SCRATCHES AND BRUISES. I, MIRACLE, I MANAGED TO SURVIVE. DURING MY WEEKS OF 
HOWEVER, WAS NOT AS FORTUNATE. THEY CARRIED ME IMMOBILITY, LYING OH THAT HOSPITAL BED, MY BRAIN 

AWAY ON A STRETCHER ... THROBBED WITH ACTIVITY. THE EXPLOSION HAD PER- 




Al SOON AS I WAS DISCHARGED 
FROM THE HOSPITAL, I REPORTED TO 
THE UNIVERSITY. THERE WAS SO 
MUCH WORK TO BE PONE... 



IT'S aOOO TO HAVE 
TOU «*«■/!• WITH US, 
ALEC. IT'S ..HEH, 
HEH... BEEN SO 
OUST AROUND 
HERE WHILE YOU 
WERE LAID UP' 



1 *"* \ I PLUNGED INTO MY RESEARCH WITH 
KSfOttSM.£\ THE ZEAL OF A FANATIC. AND AT STY 
SCtetfTIST, / REGULAR CLASSROOM LECTURES, I 
APPRAISED MY STUDENTS OF MY 
LATEST THEORIES. . ■ 

TTHISBTHE formulaTbetter 





The next dat.i faced an irate board of trustees 
who delivered their ultimatum ■ ■ 



EITHER YOU 9IVEUP THIS 
RIDICULOUS THEORY Of tours 
OR WE WILL BE FORCED TO ASK FOR 
TOUR RESIBHATIOH, LATHEM. 
THERE'S HO ROOM AT COLVARD 
FOR CRACKPOT EXPERIHEHTA - 
I V TIOHf 



TCRACKPOT.m it? 
\RIDICUlOUS,ani 

WEU.,0OH"T BOTHER 

Asians HE TO 

«f GENTLE 
\KMtIQUITf 



That kight, i withdrew my life's savings from my 
account, and left colvard for good. . 



THE DAY WILL COME WHEN THEY WILL COME CRAWUHS 
TO ME, ASKING FORGIVENESS, BE661H6 ME TO 
RETURN. I'LL SHOW THEM. I'll PROVE TO - - 
WORLD THAT SPACE FUSHTck* BE OURS IN 

THIS — 





I FOUND AN OLD DILAPIDATED FARM FOR SALE AND 
BOUGHT IT THERE WAS A HUGE OLO BARN ON THE 



PERFECTS JUST THE PLACE FOR MY LABORATORY^ 
WORKSHOP... NO MADDENING DISTRACTIONS. . .NO 
^MORONIC, GIGGLING STUDENTS. . NO PRYING FACULTY A 



In the weeks that followed, the old BARN WAS SOON 

TRANSFORMED INTO A WELL-EOUIPPEO EXPERIMENTAL LAB. 
TRUCKS CAME AND WENT, DELIVERING MATERIALS AND 
EQUIPMENT I'O ORDERED. I SPENT EVERY DIME I HAD 
SAVED. . . 



I SET TO WORK. I DESIGNED AND 
REDESIGNED.. .BLUE-PRINTED AND 
RE- BLUEPRINTED. . . AND SLOWLY, MY 
OREAM BEGAN TO TAKE SHAPE. ..MY 
CROWNING GLORY. .THE LA THEM 
ROCKET ENGINE... 





That was the first time i saw 
hiram jenkins. he was a mosey 
old fool. he kept coming around 
and annoying me after that.inter- 
RUPTING my work... 



WELL,«S7\»r 

britches.'what 

IN TARNATION 
THAT THING? IT 
SHOR' LOOKS 
QUEER' 



1Y V I CAN'T J 
(jIT I YOU.MR, JEN 
/£ > IT'S££B 



TELL 

JENKINS? 
SECRET 
WORK. NOW, 
PLEASE SO. 




WAIT.' I'LL 1 
YOU IF YOU 

PROMISE TO 

KEEP IT A 
SECRET.'tu. 

BUILDING A 
ROCKET-SHIP 




I'LL NEVER FORGET HOW HE LAUGHED AT ME' LIKE MY 
STUDENTS THE DAY BEFORE I RESIGNED... 



^ROCKET-SHIPS.' HAW, HAW.' 
SAY, THAT'S KIO STUPE.' YOU.. 
YOU FEELIN 'ALL RI0HT, 
STnuKVf! ROCKET-SHIPS? 



SET OUT OP \ 
HERE.JENKINS.' 
SET OUT THIS 
HINUTE f IF YOU 

ever «?*f «*ar 




HE GOT OUT. BUT JENKINS WAS A STUBBORN MAN... NOT 
EASILY DETERRED. MEANWHILE, BETWEEN HIS IRRITATING 
VISITS, I WORKED FEVERISHLY ON THE ENGINE. I SLEPT 
ONLY IN SNATCHES. I COULDN'T AFFORD TO WASTE THE 

PRECIOUS TIME... 



AND WHEN THE GOVERNMENT SEES THIS OOHuHOWDY. 
IN ACTUAL OPERATION-. TESTS THE THRUST ^neighbor? 

I CALCULATE IT WILL DELIVER... THEY'LL *J SAY, I 

HAVE TO BUILD A ROCKET-SHIP FOR 
^TT^.THI 




Jenkins' last visit came just as i'd placed a small 
amount of my special rocket fuel into the newly 
completed rocket engine's firing chamber. x say it 
was his last visit, because as he stood there 
laughing and jeering, i lost control of myself. i 
Sit RED, mi BLOOD POUNDEO IN HY HEAD... 



I PRESSED THE FIRING SWITCH. THE FUEL IGNITED. 
ENGINE ROARED, JENKINS WAS STANDING IN EXACTLY THE 
RIGHT SPOT...^^ 





I STOOD OVER JENK IKS' CHARRED AMD 
SMOKING CORPSE, TREMBLING LIKE A 
SCARED RABBIT. ..HOT BECAUSE OF 
•MAT TO DONE TO HIM, BUT BECAUSE 
OF THE EXCITEMENT or SUCCESS... 



I STARTED TO LAUGH, THE ROAR 
OF THE ENGINE STILL REVERBERATED 
AND ECHOED THROUGH THE SUR- 
ROUNDING COUNTRYSIDE... 



AND THEN, X HAD NEW VISITORS . 
THE NOISE OF THE ROCKET EXHAUST 
HAD BROUGHT THEM.. 




WHEN I GET TO THE MOON, ) 
1"U. NAME A CRATER 
AFTER TOU, JENKINS.' j 



T HEY, LARRY' 



THE STATE TROOPERS SEEMED SYMPATHETIC WHEN I 
TOLD THEM OF THE TORTURES I'D SUFFERED FROM 

JENKINS 1 MAOOEHMO INTERFERENCE... 

'HE KEPTCOUINS tACK^.LAIMMINS uysUM. N 

me. o/stractins uK . /Afrcmi/mmm/pfKrtsxm 

WOm! YOU REALIZE HOW IMPORTANT MY I SURE.' 
WORK IS, DON'T YOU? YOU UNDERSTAND J NOW, WHY / 




The TROOPERS WERE right, the government was 

INTERESTED. A GREAT SCIENTIFIC BODY LISTENED IN 
STUNNED SILENCE TO MY ELOQUENT ACCOUNT OF MY 
IMPORTANT WORK... 



WHY, THE tOOY BURNED INSTANTLY.' 'such thrust 
WILL SUREL Y CARRY A ROCKET SHIP BEYOND THE 



jstJ 



ANO FROM THAT MOMENT ON, I WAS WELL GUARDED. IT WAS 
UNDERSTANDABLE. THE GOVERNMENT HAD A VALUABLE MIND 
WORKING FOR THEM. THEY COULDN'T AFFORD TO HAVE ME 
FALL INTO THE HANDS OF ENEMY AGENTS ... 
ToF COURSE SUCH PRECAUTIONS' 



ARE NECESSARY, BUT I WANT 
TO SEE HOW MM** ON THE SHIP 




DON'T WORRY, 
PROFESSOR f EVERYTHING 





From my well -guarded living 
quarters, i periodically sent last 
minute calculations to the launch- 
ins sne.oroerwg that they be 
ihclloeo in the rocket-shu" deskhl. 

1 




TOOAY... LAUNCHING DAY- DAWNED 
BRIGHT AND CLEAR. A LITTLE WHILE 
AGO, I WAS FETED WELL. EVERYONE 
CAME TO SEE ME Off. A PRIEST WAS 
THERE, BLESSIM MY SAPE VOYAOE. 
1 ATE A HEARTY MEAL- 
r HAH, HAHf MI6HT 
SAY THIS WILL BE 
MY LAST MEAL ON 
EARTH FOR A WHILE, 
FATHER? 



And now, my hour of triumph has 
arrived. zero hour minus five, 
they're leaomq me gown the 
corridor to operations. the ship 
is waiting, the lath em rocket 

ENGINE INSIDE IT...WArrtNG TO CARRY 
ME TO THE STARS... 




The moment that I've waited for so long has 
arrived. my assistants are strapping me wto 
my shock -couch, placing my crash helmet on 
my head, adjusting my pressure suit ... 



,1 



A THRILL SURGES THROUGH ME. I AM GOING TO K THE FIRST 
MAN TO HURTLE UPWARD ACROSS THE VAST GULF OF UNCHARTED 
SPACE. Z CAN SEE THE SHIP IN WHICH X SIT, ROARING SKY- 
WARD, STAfteoUNO.. ■ 



NOW, IN THE DIM LIGHT OF THE CON- 
TROL ROOM, Z SEE MY CHIEF TECH- 
NICIAN REACH FOR THE TAKE- OFF 
SWITCH, COUNTING OFF THE SECONDS. 
THEN.. 



I Hi 




I FEEL THE AGONY OF TAKE-OFF. 
THE ELECTRIFYING PRESSURE OF 
NINE S'S .THE BUNDING ECSTASY 
SWEEP THROUGH ME AS X REACH 
FOR THE MOON... 



The ship was prom earth... sleek and shining and 
proud. . .the most recent addition to the galactic 
exploration fleet. she had hurtled back and forth 
across the infinite voi0 on this her maiden voyage, 
probing into vast uncharted star systems, stopping 
at strange planets, carrying the men within her 
gleaming alloyhull on another futile search 
through the universe. even now, as the greenish 
blob on her teleradar screen grew larger and 
larger, the men gathered before it shook their 
heads and shrugged.. 




The captain smiled and turned 
to the teleradar screen... 
'perhaps you're RISHTJcRIPES^ 

OEVERS. PERHAPS WE'Uy^CAPTAINf 
NEVER PINO ANYTHING / W THERE 
SETTER than MAM +-WEKE A 



but THAT'S am 
SOB...ro THr.'j. 



HIGHER FORK 
OF LIFE THAN 
MAN, WOULDN'T' 
WE HAVE KNOWN 
ABOUT IT BY 
NOW? 



WOULDN'T THEY HAVE ) HOW DO I 
EVOLVED FASTER /we KNOW „ 
THAMVS,OCms»V>)-KCID*WX\ 
SPACE TRAVEL •<£ OEVERS ? - 
LOHS BEFORE US, 

and come Loottme 

FOR US INSTEAD OF j 
CW «W T*f*f 



THE CAPTAIN'S RI6HT, J THEY WERE \ 
OEVERS. REMEMBER f FHOHIES 
READING ABOUT THOSEl ANO HW 

FLYIH6 SAUCER I KHOW IT.' 
SI6HTIN6S WAY I ONCE THE 
BACK IN THE tRDOLEX AH FORCE 
TWENTIETH EXPOSED 
CENTURY.' Jm THEM, THEY 

WERE NEVER 
SI SHTED A&ARt. \ 




The MEN SCURRIED ABOUT WITHIN THE GLEAMING HULL 

OF THE NEW SHIP.SETTING AUTOMATIC CONTROLS, STRAPPING | 

IN, READYING THEMSELVES FOR ANOTHER LANDING... NOW AN 



THE GREEN SPHERE SWEPT UPWARD AT THEM. THE 
SHIP SWUNG GENTLY, REVERSING HER DIRECTION 
UNTIL SHE PLUNGEO, TAIL-FIRST, TOWARD ITS 
SURFACE. THEN, . . 





She stood proudly, sleek ano shining, 
in the center op the scorched area 
she d burned into the alien planet's 
green terrain... the product of a mil- 
lion years of man's evolution from 
the primative. and the men inside her 
hull peered through the crystal 
ports and shook their heads... 



C a t 



The blue -grey cloud of rocket 
exhaust drifted off, breaking 
up into fine whisps as the 
gentle alien breeze fanned 
through it. far away there was 
a deep rumble.. 

THAT? 



Suddenly, the ground beneath 
the ship began to tremble . the 
ship shook vtol e nt ly, throw ing 
the men inside her to the alloy 

PLATES... 



MUST HAVE SET* 
OFF A QUAKE f 




THE TREMOR CEASED. THE SHIP STOPPED VI BRAT 
INS. THE MEN GOT TO THEIR FEET. 



ALL RIGHT? LET'S GET 
OUR SWTS AND TAKE OUR 
READINGS AND GET THE 



They climbed from their ship, one by one.. .the pinnacles of 
t he evolutionary proce ss... th e men..., 
fCR/PES'HOT A THEE oiTVrr'S SOFT underfoot... J NO 

{ROCKS... \ 




It ws as if a great mouth had openeo below the 
silver metal giant. as the speechless epitomes of 
galactic life watched in horror, the ship sunk 
slowly below the flowing .quivering green surface 
of the plain... 



AnOWHEN THE SHIP HAD DISAPPEARED AND THE 
PLAIN HAO STOPPED ITS SICKENING GYRATIONS, THESE 
TOP RUNGS IN THE EVOLUTIONARY LADDER BEGAN TO RUN 
TO RUN LIKE FRIGHTENED RABBITS TO THE SPOT WHERE 
SHE HAD VANISHED SO SUDDENLY.. 




They stood there helplessly, 
probing deep into the recesses of 
their highly developed brains, 
searching for the solution to 
their 01 lemma, trying to ferret 
out some long-forgotten informa- 
tion gathered through the evolu- 
tionary eons that could rescue 
them from their fate now... 



They were like children frol 
fcking in the sand of an earth- 
beach , digging furiously with 
their hands 



They tore into the soft green 
fuzz, ripping into the sp0n6ey 
surface of the planet, gouging 
out huge chunks of porous mat- 
te r_ i _andthen^ 

IT'S 
STARTING 
AGAIN 





It WAS AS IF THE SOFT GROUND BENEATH THEIR 
FEET JUST SIMPLY MELTED. THEY SUNK, SCREAM' 
ING.INTO THE BILIOUS DEPTHS BENEATH. 



Down... DOWN... INTO GREEN LIOUID darkness... twisting... turn- 
ing.. 





HE SHIP WAS FROM EARTH... SLEEK AND SHINING.. . 
THE PRODUCT OF A MILLION YEARS OF BRAIN WORK 
ANO BODY SWEAT. IT ROAREO UPWARD FROM THE 
_ GREE N PLANET. . . 
^WHEWf I THOUGHT* 



THE CAPTAIN STARED AT THE GREENISH BLOB FADING 
AWAY ON THE TELERADAR SCREEN... 




THAT •STINKING SWAklP-GL OBE' AS 
YOU PUT IT, WAS A LIVING CREATURE, 
OEVERS ... A HIGHER FORM OFLIFE THAN 
OURS . MUCH HIGHER.' 





SUBSCRIBE! 

THESE NEW 32-PG EC COMICS ARE THE 
BEST YET! DON'T MISS ANY! MAILED IN 
STURDY MANILA! REACH IN AND PULL OUT. 
READ IT WOW! 

To order, or 1or more information, write to: 

RUSS COCHRAN, PUBLISHER 
PO BOX 469 
-j, WEST PLAINS, MO 65775 _ 
B 417-256-2224 or call 1-800-EC CRYPT mZm 



YES. START MY 4-ISSUE SUBSCRIPTION TO THE 
FOLLOWING NEW EC COMICS: 

CRYPT ! WEIRD SCIENCE [ . CRIME 

□ VAULT □ WEIRD FANTASY SHOCK 

HAUNT WEIRD ScFF.n TWO-FISTED 

NAME 8 ADDRESS: 



REMIT $6 EACH ($9 OUTSIDE US| 

MISSOURI RESIDENTS MUST ADO 6 225* SAL£S TAX 



DON'T CUT IF YOU DON'T WANT TOI PHOTOCOPY OR YOUR OWN PAPER OKAY' 



YET MORE EC COMICS!! 



TALES 



$JU£f 




glad weird n 



GLAD WEIRD #3 



OLAO WEIRD #4 



3LAD HAUNT «1 



CONTENTS OF GLADSTONE EC COMICS 



•1 CRYPT 33 (1952) 
CRIME 17 |1953) 

QLAO VAULT 

•1 VAULT 34 (1953) 
HAUNT 1 11950) 

QLAO WEIRD SCIENCE 

*! WSCI 22 (1953) 
W FAN 1 (1950) 



*2 CRYPT 36 (1953) 13: CRYPT 39 (1953) 
CRIME 18 (1951) CRIME 1(1950) 



*4: CRYPT 18 (1950) »S- CRYPT 45 (1954) 
CRIME 16 (19531 CRIME 5(1951) 



#2 VAULT 27 (1952) 
HAUNT 18(19531 



#2: WSCI 16(1953) 
W FAN 17 (1950) 



#3: HAUNT 22 (1953) 
VAULT 13(1950) 



#3: WSO 9 (1951) 
W FAN 14 (1950) 



#4:WS-F 27(1955) 
W FAN 11 (1952) 



GLAD HAUNT 

tt; HAUNT 17 (1952) 
WS-F 28(19551 



OLAO HAUNT #2 



#6; CRYPT 42 I19S4) 
CRIME 27 (1955) 



#2 HAUNT 5(1950) 
W S-F TO (1956) 



W H ,?N ORDERING, PLEASE IDENTIFY AS GLAD TITLE ISSUE #• FOR EXAMPLE "GLAD CRYPT 
#1." GLAD CRYPT #1 IS $5.; GLAD CRYPT #4 GLAD WEIRD #1 AND #4 ARE S4 FATH An 
OTHER ISSUES ARE $3. EACH. INCLUDE $2 PER Of^ER FOR SSH ($3 OUTSIDE US) 



Send orders to: — - 

Missouri residents must add 6 225% sales tax 

Russ Cochran, Publisher 417-256-2224 P.O. Box 469 West Plains, MO 65775 

OR to order call 1-800-EC CRYPT and ask for the order desk USE THIS NUMBER FOR ORDERS ONLY! 



FOR MADMEN ONLY! 




In 1952, the same foul fiends who produced the horror comic you now hold entered the humor field with 
MAD, and the rest is history. 

Now, the preliminary painting for the cover of the very first issue of MAD is available as a limited edi- 
tion, high quality lithographic print, signed by the artist, the legendary original editor of MAD, Harvey 
Kurtzman! 

True to form, Harvey signed the lithos "Kurtz" with a doodle of a "man," but over the course of many 
signings, some of the doodles were done fancier than others. Some examples of these are shown above. 

This collector's item is offered in three editions. For the regular madman, there's our regular edition, 
with the regular signature, in an edition of 750 numbered prints. For the supreme madman, there's a special 
edition of 100 numbered prints, each with one of the special signatures. And for the completely insane 
man, there are a mere five "progressive proof sets," each consisting of 27 different prints which detail 
how succeeding colors were laid down by the lithographer to achieve the final product, all packed in a 
handsome collector's box. 

To top everything off, every print comes with its own 32-page booklet/certificate of authenticity, written 
by MAD historian Maria Reidelbach and containing biographies of 37 MAD creators. 

So stop reading this ad already and send us $1.00 for a lovely full-color brochure with complete details 
on how much you want this print, how outrageously expensive it is, and how you can order! 



ANOTHER RAINBOW • Box 2079 • Prescott, AZ 86302 



